Out of her lattice gazing on the leas
of green Montmartre my pensive lady cried :
" It is the still, sequestered countryside
and not the crowded Court hath power to please/
It happened that by prayers and penances
love for the moment had been mortified,
and, though the vampire sucked, I could abide
and overcome his malice at my ease*
Therefore said I, " Madam, it were as idle
to seek from love in cloisters sanctuary
as to believe no ash can hide a fire.
Love in the desert, as in towns, is tidal,
and since in heaven itself his will doth carry,
what prayer or fasting can subdue desire ? "